
HERE COMES SOME PRAISE OF THE SUBWAY AT LAST

By DAN CAREY.
THE mo»t thrilling thing in New York,

nnd probably the least appreciated,
is the subway system. Tt is always

the case that residents of any city are least
appreciative of the wonders of their own
home town. Who goes to the Metropolitan
Museum of Art. to the Aquarium, the
l'otanical (iardens or the Museum of Nat¬
ural History? Why, visitors, of course;
honeymooners principally. It is the same

way everywhere- Down in Atlanta we have
the United States penitentiary. It is a won¬

derful institution, but more New Yorkers
tnan Atlantans have seen the inside 'of it.
The workings .of the place are particularly
familiar to the over-enthusiastic coin col¬
lectors of the financial district.
As a matter of fact, our subway ride was

forced upon us by the courtesy of one of the
conductors, who, by the way, for some rea¬

son or other are called guards. We have
always found the subway conductors to be
courteous, polite and attentive. If they
chance to observe you running breathlessly
to catch a train they will use every en¬

deavor to close the door before you can get
In, thus showing consideration for the other
passengers whose discomfort you intended
tj increase by crowding in among them.

If you ask to be directed to a certain plifce
in the city they will uniformly misdirect
vou and let you off at a station five or ten
t locks from where you wisn to go, thus giv¬
ing you an opportunity to walk along the
streets and observe the wonders and beau¬
ties of the city. Sometimes they will not
answer at all, but respond merely by draw¬
ing all the lines of their faces down tight
>.nd g-ring at you, thus indicating, without
being sv discourteous as to say so, that you
should not have asked the question at all.

It is positively sickening the way New
Yorkers arc continually panning the subway
conductors. Instead they ought to be ac¬

claiming them as the one great force that is

contributing to the humility of the people.
Why, it is easily imaginable that without the
influence of the subway conductors New

Yorkers would become so proud, so arro¬

gant, so overbearing that they would be

absolutely Insufferable. As it is, a man comes

from his office puffed tip with pride over his
successes of the day, with the syeophancies
of his clerks ringing pleasantly In his ears,

absolutely in love with his own charming

personality, hnughtyv in spirit, disdainful in

mind, contemptuous in attitude.
In the subway he is greeted with a snarl;

a guttural voice, quivering with scorn, says.
"Watch your step!" Then he becomes a

human sardine, lie is punched in the ribs,
poked in the back of the neck with an um¬

brella, his feet are trod upon, ho drops a

package and enn't pick it up; he is pushed
and shoved and pummelled and bumped
until he is a changed man. When he finally
lias the "Go on! Get off if this is your
station!" snapped at him lie has learned the

truth of What Tom Moore wrote:
"Humility, that lew, sweet root

From which all heavenly virtues shoot."
He is then in the prflper frame of mind to

embrace his wife, kiss the babies, compli¬
ment the dinner and thank heaven for a

nomc to rest in.
For all of which he owes thanks to the

subway conductor.
. . .

WE\Aj, we were saying -it was this

courtesy which caused us to take
a ride on the subway. We had an

engagement on Ninth avenue and decided to

take the Seventh avenue subway and walk
the tWo long hlocks. Wo had an Idea that
we could conneqf at Rector street, «o we

(skt-d the conductor of the first train that
came along if his outfit went up Seventh
avenue.
"Where do you want to get off?" he asked.
"At Seventh avenue and Twenty-third

street," we replied. ,

"Hurry up. Get on. Watch your step."
he said.-
He immediately closed the door and the

train started tip Broadway. After about
three stations we grew auspicious. It took
a couple of stations more before we could
summon sufficient courage to speak fo the
conductor because we had no way of escap¬
ing in" case he grew angry or became violent.

"Isn't this the Broadway subway?" w»

finally asked timidly.
"Yes,"-he answered, glaring at us.
"But T asked for the Seventh avenue sub¬

way."
"It's only three or four blocks over to

Seventh avenue and Twenty-third street,"
he said.
We indicated in a hurt "tone that we felt

ourself deceived, that wc had 110 business at
Seventh avenue and Twenty-third street
and had Intended merely using that n an

alighting point, that our ultimate destina¬
tion was Ninth avenue. He listened with a

bored air. It may ho Interesting to New
Yorkers to learn that he did 110* strike ns
or even attempt to do so. He merely re¬

marked;
"Well, you can get there by t iking a nir-

fuee car at Twenty-third street, or you
can ride with me to Times square and take
a Seventh avenue subway back, or you can
wnlk. Two blocks more will not hurt you.'*"
We mentally admitted the truth <>t' what

he said »ind dropped the subject.
. . .

SO we decided not to go to Ninth avenue

at all, hut to take advnntngo of the

opportunity to do something we have
always had a secret longing to do. which
wis to ride to the end of a subway line and

see where the thins stopped. We determined
to go all the way.
Brother Dickey, doWn in Atlanta, had a

story about an "all tie way man." The old
man was the friend of Frank L. Stanton, the
poet, who, by the way, is tfte oldest column¬
ist in the United States. He has "been turn¬
ing out the "Just From Georgia" column
for the Atlanta Const it ution for thirty years
or more. Brother Dickey, a feeble, one-eyea
negro, who was also another one of these
coin collectors, had a number of friends to
visit every day and among these was Mr.
Stanton, who made the sayings of Brother
Dickey famous in Georgia.
One fall, when the air began to get crisp,

we donated a discarded coat and vest to
Brother Dickey. The next time we saw him
he had them on.
"Look here, honey," he said, "is yo' er all

do way man or des a part er do way man?"
"What do you mean by an all the way

man. Brother Dickey?" wo inquired.
"Well, it's like dis. Ef I starts out to

ear'y er bucket, er water frum hero ter
Savannah and des gets as far as Mpcon den
I'm a part de way man; but ef I starts out

car'y er bucket er water frum here ter
Savannah and gits dar wid de water in de
bucket, den I done 'complish my purpose
and I'm er all de way man." .

"Well what In the world has that got to

do with mo, Brother Dickey?" we inquired,
although we knew from experience thgt we

would be included in the climax because we
bud been too often und too systematically
victimized by Brother Dickey not to have
learned that whenever the old man spoke in
parables he spoke with a very definite object
in view.

"It's done come to my mind," responded
t ur aged friend, "dat yo' has a chance ter
show mo dat yo's er all do way man."
"How?"
"Well yo' done gimme do coat and ves', so

yo' done gone part de way, and now' of I des
had de pants, why den ," and the old
man concluded with a hearty chuckle, after
which he reached in his coat pocket for
some crumbs of tobacco to fill his corn cob
pipe, and changed the subject. Having
made his point he was willing to talk of
other things.

Unfortunately the subway we

were on was headed for Queens.
We would have much preferred go¬

ing to Brooklyn. We have always liked
Brooklyn and now we take an added interest
in it on account of a letter that some

oiooklyn man has written the Sunday
Editor of Tub New York Herald saying

ihat our stuff "Is all bunk." So far as we

have been able to ascertain tbls Is the
only man who has found out that we are

writing' this page in the Herald every Sun¬
day and in addition to that he is the only
man we have found whose views concerning
it coincide with our own. There are un¬
doubtedly others but they Jtavr not had the
courage to express themselves.
We wish this Brooklyn man would aban¬

don his anonymity and make himself "known
to us. We would like to wring his hund in
appreciation. As a matter of fact, we suffer
more than he does. He hi^s only to read
the stuff, whereas we have not only to read
it but write It also.
A story went the rounds, which is so old

that it is new again, about a curtain speech
made by George Bernard Shaw when! "Man
and Superman" was first produced. When
the calls came for the author Mr. Shaw
responded by thanking the audience for tlie
outburst of upplau«c and said he had no idea
the play would be well received, hut since
it had been he was gratified to learn that
every one was pleased. A young man in the
gallery cupped his hands over his mouth
and yelled loudly:

"I think it's rotten."
"So do 1," responded Mr. Shaw, looking

op quickly toward him, "hut what can you
and 1 do against all these people?"

THE only real objection we have to the

subway is the scenery. It is too

monotonous. This is a defect which
could be easily remedied. Suitable scenery
could be painted on the sides of the tunnels.
A competent artist could supply cows and
chickens and pigs and trees and houses and
thousands of other things equally as inter¬
esting and diverting. The unthinking will
doubtless advance the argument that these
things could not be seen because the trains
move so rapidly. Not so. They could be

(minted so small alt to give the idea of dis¬
tance. Now that we come to think of it, we
are suggesting a new field for advertising.
We could even include in the scenery the
fifty-seven varieties and the familiar wooden
tows grazing on the painted lawn.

It is even possible to reverse the moving
picture idea. Have stationary pictures and
moving people. One could then witness the
entire performance of "Ten Nights In a

Turkish Bathroom" while travelling home
after a hard day's work.

WE have never been able to under¬
stand why everybody begins run¬

ning immediately upon entering
the subway stations. We have referred to

this curious custom before and we intend
hammering at. it until we have received a

Broadway's Landmarks of Gayety Fast Disappearing
By FRANK VREELAND.

Nl> other city in the world possesses a

thoroughfare comparable to the
Venetian Grand Canal of Manhattan,

generally known as, Broadway. No other
street is quite so famous in various parts
of the gh>l>o.this is said In all humility and
with due respect to London's Piccadilly
Circus, ft has kept alive the name of the
Rlalto longer than Venice, the originator,
did. In far off Tucson, Ariz., persons who
never heard of Mayor Hylan and who don't
care if they never do know all about the
great artery he is supposed to control.
Broadway has been the magnet that has

drawn so many of them to New York, the
one street where they wanted to plant their
feet and see life at Its zippiest. The fishes
In the Aquarium and the lions in the Bronx
Zoo might die of neglect for all they cared.
They knew that within the compass of that
district which used to be known as the
Tenderloin, and which now stretches from
Thirty-third street to Columbus Circle, they
could attain most of the pleasures, nice or

naughty, known to man merely by walking
straight ahead, keeping to the right and
avoiding abrupt contact with automobiles.
Here the visitor from Punxsutawney,

Mich., knew he could find as many hotels,
theatres, cabarets, cafes, roof shows and
other places of entertainment as he wished
to pit his pocketbook and digestion against.
London, Paris, Berlin. Vienna and other
Continental centres all have such resorts,
where Bacchus and banter rule, but they
are spread out over a variable area and

havefto be tracked to their lair by the

plea^jre seeker Just as he would pursue
bargAlns In cabbages. In Chicago, Phila¬
delphia. Boston and other leading American
cities likewise the butter of Joy Is spread
thin over the town.
But In good old Gotham all these tltllla-

tions of the spirit line the one highway like
velvf t. In keeping with so much in New
York, they were ready made and ready to
hand. All the casual wayfarer had to do
was to let the cops and the crowd shoo him
along In one direction and he'd he hound to
strike something he liked. Virtually It
might be said that on Broadway enjoyment,
rnme right up and kissed him.

It might he said In the past, but it Is no

linger so true, that a visitor from another
city who lands on Broadway falls right Into
the lap of merriment. Broadway is experi¬
encing a change In character.It Is heing
demagnetized. It Is no longer the city's
thermometer of pleasure; It Is turning from
booze to buttermilk. The Gay White Way
Is still white, hut It is no longer so gay.

Alan! the Famous Street
Is Surely Losing Zip

Si ind at about.11:30 o'clock on any night
ii|Min the>front steps of the Hotel Astor,
which Is the strategic key to Broadway, as

so many Johnnies have discovered In the
past. You will notice that the automobile
trattlc Is all headed one way, downtown, and
that, there Is no longer the colorful, shift¬
ing diversity and excitement of the old time
streams of vehicles pouring In a delightful
clutter from every direction and apparently
all headed as if by magic for the sanie snarl
in the truffle. Before these new, staid and
coldly efficient regulations went info effect
It was an adventure to cross Broadway, for
one never knew, after safely gaining flv<
yards hy a run around the end of one stream
of machine, what would suddenly tackle one

from the opposite stream and throw one for
a first down. Now you will observe how the
torrent pouring In one direction Is held up
at regular Intervals, andJ pedestrians, sig¬
nalled to advance hy sober fared policemen,
cross the street without the tense expres¬
sion on their countenances of Kllza crossing
the Ice.
You will perceive how the hotel Is dis¬

appearing as one of the chief landmarks on
Broadway, and how the theatres nrs now

going up the side streets to flirt with the
pi pulace. Theatregoers who are streaming
out of the playhouses no longer drop Into

Night Life Grows Prim and Proper With
Fading of Oldtime Glories

a saloon or a cafe for something to take
away the taste of the show. The saloons
have gone, and the cafes have been made
harmless by the police. Much to your aston¬
ishment, you will note that the caliarets
themselves are beginning' to empty about
this time, and you are struck by the sudden
cold thought: Can everybody on Broadway
be going home before midnight?
They are, even from places that of yore

used to stay open all night, and abruptly
one of your cherished beliefs is shattered
as you realise that a curfew, albeit an in¬
formal one. has actually la-en established 011
Broadway, by the merrymakers themselves:
And you will sense the hordes begin
drifting out of the cabarets and the roof
shows that they are no longer so Jovial
and hilarious, and that the wine of life is
running pretty low in their veins. It is
less than one-half of 1 per cent.
Then you will remark that where once

the lordly lobster palace flashed supreme
tho automat has crept. And up from the
lower regions of Manhattan, which the
habitues of the Tenderloin were accustomed
to regard as the business Inferno of the city,
where men merely toiled, comes stalking the
business skyscraper, with efficiency experts
and statistics In Its wake. All about yon
gleam the signs of business ^offices, which
are doing their best to turn Broadway Into
Broad street. You even miss the heaps
of subway excavations that used to make
^.Broadway so picturesque and provoke the
injunction to see the American Alps first.
Now Pleasure Is Mild

And Scattered Over City
The flamboyant electric signs still riot

against the sky, and the sight seeing buses
remain, emblem of the eternity f>f time.
The baubles of pleasure are l»elng scattered
over the city.they are no longer wrapped
up In one parcel called Broadway.
The Eighteenth Amendment has put the

cabarets in the also ran class. A year ago
most of the proprietors of these resorts ex¬
pressed hopeful confidence fhat prohibition
wouldn't affect their business, and "Cap"
Churchill could even detect ft strong bull
market in the buying of soft drinks. But
with the dwindling of the wine list, on which
the girl and meal shows depend.for their
major profits through the handsome royal¬
ties paid to the great god Bacchus, the pro¬
prietors' optimism failed to run into the
necessary five figures.
While the Saturday and Sunday night

crowds ar" still heavy, on jveck days as a
rulo the patronage falls away to a shadow
of Itself, and tho Jaax band no longer Is
drowned out by the music of the popping
corks. Several all night places have found
thel"- attendance after mldnlaht growing
altogether too select, so that it was hardly
worth tho effort' of keeping the waiters
awake until the usjial early hours with only
twenty couples wabbling about on the dance
floor.

_

"Many persons are now going honie who
couldn't formerly find the latch with their
key except by tho light of the early dawn."
said a chnaaeur chrg Mnftm'* (bouncer).
"They miss the masterful feeling of taking
a rhrmpagne bottle by the nape of the neck
They' have nb stimulus to gayefy.Jars
merely worries thjem. Ami they no longe
take a aoubrette's voice at her own valua¬
tion, because the clinking of the glasses n->
longer distracts them.

"There's as much drinking going on as
ever.probably more but It's oil being done
In the sanctity of the home. With the
police so active In drying up the town snd
mak'ng 2,000 arrests in three weeks people
arc ^frald to take a drink in cafes, for feat
It will have a kick that will land them In
Jail. So every one is becoming a devout
exponent of the sentiment that there's no

place Ilk# home, for that is where the hard
stuff Is."
Consldlne's, once a quiet retreat, where

one could almost forget that one was mar¬
ried, made part of the glory thitt was Greece
and the grandeur that was Rome. Of the
snuggery that formerly nestled besld'- the
Central Theatre, and that held up many i
man even while he was on his way to meet
the only one at a show, It might truly bo
said that "the lion and the lizard keep the
eourts where Jamshyd gloried ami drank
deep." For after yielding up Its vital fluid
It became for a while a dime museum, hous¬
ing weird creatures . who before that had
been seen within Its walls only in the visions
of its frequenters. Following the freak
show it became a conservatory of doughnuts
Now even the coffee and sinkers of this
place have deserted Mroadway-.where the
pace Isn't fast enough for them. There is
small need to expatiate brutally on the fact
that chaste soda fountains now slumber on
the bars of the blaridge and Murray's, for
Broadway hung crepe on that fact some
time ago.
No new restaurants of u Babylonian pre¬

tentiousness are opening on Broadway itself
for the angels of righteousness of Overseer
Voliva's army to flght in one of those bursts
of purity that periodically get lost In New
York. The demon of unrighteousness which
they will have to combat in the eating line
hereafter is represented by a swarm of
pastry shops, which spring up almost with
the morning dew. But the only demoralis¬
ing feature to l>e found in these have been
green French confections, which some have
displayed in their windows as proudly as
though they had won World's Fair medals.
One strep den of the Charlotte Russe and

the Boston cream cake has veritably cut
the ground from under, the restaurant of
Wallirk's Hotel. The passing of that reeor'
of syncopated feeding Is an index of the
thumbs dowp treatment being accorded the
hotels. Here enters the second bogey, real
<*ta$e, doing Hs share to turn the street of
many lights into a Paradise Lost. .

Once the Site for Hotels;
None Are Building There Now

Increasing values for land have made li
much more profitable to convert hotels InP
office buildings populated by film com panic
clothing stores, barber shops, sheet music
hotbeds an I similar hives of an unarstheth
nature, rather than use them for gulden
Inns where a man might sit and cultivate
his soul t> watching the girls pass. New
hostelrlrs are not being erected on the
street; it 'imply isn't being done. The drlf'
is westward -hotels crushed to earth shall
ise again on Klghth avenue.
Broadway proper.admitting the applica¬

bility of the term.seems fated soon to be
without one of those caravansaries where
there is a charge for everything except
wiping the feet on the mat. They are either
being devoted to business purpose* exclu¬
sively or el«e going In for the current crate
to have fhelr face done over.
The Ha ridge la reported to he willing to

emulate the late Knickerbocker and he
tempt'd into a life of commerce, flo fa the
Ft. Regi which though not exactly facing
on Manhattan's Mississippi of traffic. Is still
Indisputably one of our little group of
TMldertoln taverns.
The Astor was said to he on the verge

of belnc revamped Into an office building,
but Fred Muechenhelm renewed hta lease
snd saved a plac.- for the last stand of the
old Gu""ri Its front, however. Is already
bring operated upon for the Insertion of
candy stor<« and other snops. sod the Astor,
once so proudly aloof from everything but
romance will now actually make a monthly
turnover with Its faced1*

Skyscrapers are trilling with the hitherto

conservative skyline of Broadway, which
has been idiom the only conservative element
of that boulevard. The Flake Building at

Fifty-seventh street is one of these new

exclamation points emphasizing the inroads
of commerce. Dr. John A. Harris®, Special
Deputy Police Commissioner, is undertaking
another pillar of Hercules in the same

locality.
It Is th-- greatly enhanced profit of prop¬

erty for merely mundane affairs that is

elbowing art, as represented more or less
nominally by the theatres, uptown and Into
a marginal existence In the side streets,
away from the glare of the arcs under which
they thrive best. It Is not expected in real
estate circles iM< there will he any more

l'!g playhouse Mintages on Broadway like
rhat of the Knickerbocker, and theatre row.

that parallel of histrionic temples flinging
thesplan genius to the breeze which is so

distinctive of Manhattan. Is considered des¬
tined to pass Into outer darkness. Daly's
Theatre, that historic structure, which was

once regarded as a daring venture because
it was erected above the theatrical zone at
Fourteenth street, has crumbled before the

incoming tide of business and sprouted
offices. The only now theatres on Broad¬
way Itself are palaces for the movies, which
can afford almost anything, even a star's
salary at her own estimation.

New Theatres Sprout in
Side Streets Not in Broadway

The Shubdrts, who are the leading manip¬
ulators of theatrical real estate around the
district, are planning their future holdings
In the vicinity of Forty-eighth street, ami
ihcy'll be In the side streets, not competing
with the haberdashery eiysla on Main street.
The spread of theatres straight uptown has
been checked above Fiftieth street by th<-
automobile agencies, standing like guardian
argels at the portals of Columbus Circle
and keeping too many 'members of the
merry-merry from making flippant remarks
on the cut of the Italian discoverer's face.
Buildings in increasing numbers are being
erected solely for the propagation of the
limousine.
The new* traffic reguHiUotis were brought

ahout by the mad rush of touring cars to
get somewhere Instead of dawdling amiably
along past Fortjr-second street, taking in
the beauties of the scenery. In the same

world shaking way the glittering pavilions
where they sell you a limousine or a tractor
with equal dexterity have developed auto¬
mobile row instead of theatre row as th*
paramount feature of Broadway, replacint
one kind ofrflivver with another.
"Even St. Nicholas Kink, which used to

Is? taken for granted as part of the street."
said one of the original charter members of
the Broadway Alumni Association, "has
practically drppped Its loyalty to the \Vhlt<
Way. It's given up Ice skating, the par¬
ticular feature that made it famous, for
dancing. which can be done anywhere. Ire¬
land still is devoted to steel runners and
bumped noses, but In the summer it takes
to automobiles. Nobody on the street now¬
adays seems able to keep away from the
things.
"The old Centrnl Park Hiding Academy,

once one of the attractions of the town, has
passed and an office building Is going up on
the site, with a theatre for an appendix.
Durland's Hiding Academy has for severa'
years been lost to the world as a moving
picture studio. There's no place on earth
outside Broadway where a horse Is at such
a discount, except m.-iybp the North Pole.
What they want is something to blow smoke
In the cops' faces.
"The actors themselves don't seem to look

upon Broadway so much now as their nat¬
ural habitat. Most of the leading players
ilve down at Greet Neck and noqulra a real
complexion. And pr< pie have even taken to
loldlng Sunday religious servlees In the
Morow o, th< Tim« Square and Other the-
»tres. My Godfrey! Ain't there no place
n the country that's safe?"

satisfactory answer. Every New Yorker we
have asked has said, "I don't know. We
just do."

.The father of a New York man came to
visit Itim. They started one night after din¬
ner to go to a theatre. They had lots ot
time to get there. The sont hustled lathei
from train to train. goi«g from local to ex¬

press and back to local again, and finally
upon emerging from the subway Uie son
glanced at his watch.

"Pa, we saved a minute and a half that
time," he said "

"That's good," replied the old gentleman;
"now what are you going to do with it?"
The son didn't know, so they stood on the

corner and watched the taxless go by until
the time for the performance to begin.

. . .

a T present we are passing the time as

/\ we ride on the subways in a little
* * game we are going to turn into a dis¬
tinct financial advantage a little later on.
maybe when the Brooklyn man has succeed
rd in arousing sufficient indignation oaei
our poor attempts at humor to send us up
Broadway with u tin can striking against out
shoe tops. The game we now play is to listet
intently and with our utmost powers of con
centratlon to what the conductor says when
he announces what the next station will be
and then to guess what he sajd. We ar.'

always totally at a loss as to" our where¬
abouts when th» conductor announces
"Granger street." Every time we are fooled
by it. We search our memory for something
that sounds like "Granger street." but we
never remotely imagine what our imperious
trieiid is trying to say until the train slows
up and the signs reveal that we have ar¬
rived at "Prince street."
For articulation and enunciation we will

place'our mdney on the subway conductoi
and give odds, even against the bespeckled,
b. whiskered old gentleman who ranges back
nn i forth under our window as we attempt
to be humorous up in our room on Eighth
avenue, calling "I ca clo-o-o-o," which any.
one would immediately fecognlzo as "I pay
cash for old clothe*."

9 9 .

THE joke about the whole thing is that
New Yorkers, after hearing the sub¬
way conductors call the stations and

after hearing the old clothes men. the fruit
vend is and the vegetable hucksters for
year*, go South and make fun of our negroes
who announce what fls^i and vegetables they
have for sale.
We were speaking about a new business

we. were going into when we are forced to.
We propose to establish a new school of elo¬
cution. The head of the school will be an
ex-subway conductor, and he will hold the
chair of articulation. Our main professor
will be our friend the old clothes mnn (if he
still lives), und he will huve the chair ot
enunciation, and the man who announces
that ho has oranges for ^alc at eight for a
dlmo and twenty for a quarter will bo
awarded the chair of expression. We hav;
a hurdy gurdy irwn who Interrupted us one
rdght when we were trying to find a suitable
rhyme for "sigh" who will be in charge
of the jazz, department.

. . .

ON thu way up to Queens we got
crowded and pushed and jammed
until wo almost made up our mind

to leave the train. There was a girl who
t vldently wanted to sit down and she in¬
dicated this by practically sitting on our lap
during most of the ride. She apologized
three limes and finally our natflvp Southern
courtesy irose aid we gave her our sent
rather than have her mash the crease out
of our breeches.

Jl reminded us of the story of Jeremiah
One of these long winded preachers, the
kind who speak two hours, and then say
"And now 111 conclusion," which is a preface
to another hour of oratory, undertook one
very hot summer Hunday to enlighten his
congregation alajut the Prophets of the Old
Testament. Without informing his flock of
what he had done he divided his sermon into
two parts, the Tlrst dealing with the major
ptophets and the second with the minor
prophets.

lie gave the life story, so far as It Is
known, of eat h of the major prophets, Inter¬
preted their writings and Informed the con¬
gregation under what circumstances they
had made their prophecies.
"These then." he said, "are the major

prophi We have completed the list."
His hearers brightened up considerably

and the men began reaching for their hats.
"And now." he contlhued, "what of the

minor prophe»s? Who nre they?"
The congregation sighed and settled down

n raln w hile the clergyman' thoroughly ex
h.iusted the subject, but there were more
thoughts of cold dinners and of the swelter
lng midday than of prayerful eonccntra*'oi.
upon the lives and writings of the mm .'

prophets.
"This," said the pastor in conclusion

"completes the list of minor prophets."
Ills auditors revived, mopped theb face-

and prepared for the I)oxology, There coitl
certainly be no more prophets
"And now that we have heard of the ma i'M

prophets," said the minister, "and now that
we . have considered the minor prophet"'
what about Jefemlah? Where is Jeremiah f

piece?"
. ,A mnn In the rear of the church reached

for Ills hat tnd exclaimed;
"Jeremiah can have my placo. I am go¬

ing home."


